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His production of The Enemy of the People was an example
at once of his weakness as a producer and of his rare gift for
comprehending character. To liven Ibsen up he introduced some
foolery. He chose a very little man to play the part of " the
representative of the compact majority," so that there should
be a funny contrast between his own stature and this minute
actor's. (There was some foolery, too, over the burgomaster's
hat.) But his own acting in the part of that homely and
courageous prophet, Dr. Stockmann, was masterly and subtle.
He was perfect in the impassioned, indignant harangues, in
representing Stockmann's incredulous distress of mind, his readi-
ness to drop any number of points if only people will listen, a
readiness which looks so like want of dignity but springs from
sincerity. How admirably he acted the ruefulness with which
Stockmann surveys his torn clothes and gravely concludes that
" a man should never put on his best trousers when he goes
out to battle for freedom and truth ! " That Tree comprehended
his character completely was shown in the way he brought out
to perfection that rare and touching humour which expresses
itself in ways and words so like those of a person who has no
humour, that people without a sense of character do not see the
difference. When he was thundering from the platform about
stuffy, selfish, ignoble homes, he had a characteristically subtle
inspiration. Katerina, Stockmann's nervous, devoted wife, is
sitting beside him. She has tried all along to prevent her husband
embarking on his unpopular campaign, and her efforts have
always drawn the same remark from him : " Really, Katerina,
you are a most extraordinary woman/' In the middle of this
harangue about stuffy homes he put his hand for a second on
her. shoulder. It is hard to describe a gesture that is exactly
right, but this one at that moment said as plainly as words :
" Of course, my dear, that is not a hit at you." That momentary
gesture expressed perfectly the relation between husband and
wife. I recall it because it illustrates his gift of comprehending
character.

A character actor has, of course, like an author, a limited
repertory of characters whom he can make live for us. There
is always a central type which an author does better than
any other, and from which he cannot wander far without losing